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she lowered her eyes and completed the business of fastening
up her stockings. "What's the use ?"
Shaking down her soft grey skirt and smoothing it care-
fully round her hips and flanks with her fingers, twisting
about as she did so with sideways glances at the looking-
glass, she made little forlorn whistlings, not bothering to
screw up her mouth to do it properly, but just enough to do
it audibly. The top of the old-fashioned looking-glass stand-
ing on the chest of drawers had ornamental carvings on each
side of it that resembled ears. It also had two carved holes
in the crown of its woodwork which possessed a faint likeness
to eyes.
Thus the demon-artist who, in spite of the neatest house-
keepers, can give to the scatterings of chance in the arrange-
ments of human rooms a mischievous twist of its own, brought
it about that the glassy portion of Wizzie's mirror—that world
of unexpurgated reality which is yet not quite the same as the
ordinary one outside—should represent, as it stood there, an
enormous gaping mouth.
It was in this mouth, beneath the unsympathetic leer of a
pair of low-lidded eyes, and beneath the suspicious pricking-up
of a pair of alert ears, that Wizzie's person had to appear when-
ever she made her toilet. "What's the use?" was still the
weary burden of her consciousness as she presently fixed upon
her head the fashionable hat of the Cumber party and smoothed
back her hair below it with quick deft touches.
A glow of faint satisfaction warmed her pale cheeks as she
did this, to think of the shock her ladylike appearance would
be to the Urgans and their entourage.
"How Popsie will stare!" she thought. "She won't like it
a bit! She'll be sick with envy—the little fool!"
When she was ready to go she sat down by the fire and
slowly pulled on her gloves with her eyes on the bright flames.
As she did this she glanced at her wrist-watch, her Easter
present from D. No-man, and was annoyed to find that it still
lacked five or six minutes of eleven, when No-man was to call
for her.
"I suppose Lovie will be able to walk back," she thought.
"Perhaps I ought to have let him bring the pram; but we'd
look so silly wheeling it empty through the streets." And her
mind reverted to a certain annoying scene of the day before,

